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SAM. Nought.
EMMA. Then just tha mind thy own business, an' doan't pass
compliments behind folks' backs.
SAM. A didn't mean no 'arm.
EMMA. Well?
SAM. It's a fine day, isn't it ?   For th' time o' th' year ?
EMMA. Aye.
SAM. A very fine day,
EMMA. Aye.
SAM [desperately]. It's a damned fine day.
EMMA. Aye.
SAM [after a moment}. Dost know my 'ouse, Emma ?
EMMA. Aye.
SAM. Wert ever in it ?
EMMA. Not sin' tha moother died.
SAM. Naw. A suppose not. Not sin' ma moother died. She
were a fine woman, ma moother, for all she were bed-ridden.
EMMA. She were better than 'er son, though that's not saying
much either.
SAM. Naw, but tha does mind ma 'ouse, Emma, as it were
when she were alive ?
EMMA. Aye.
SAM. A've done a bit at it sin* them days. Got a new quilt
on bed from Co-op. Red un it is wi' blue stripes down 'er.
EMMA. Aye.
SAM. Well, Emma ?
EMMA [over her shoulder]. Well, what ? What's thy 'ouse an*
thy quilt to do wi' me ?
SAM. Oh nought. . . . Tha doesn't 'elp a feller much,
neither.
EMMA [rising and facing him. SAM is behind corner table and backs
a little before her]. What's tha gettin' at, Sam Horrocks ? Tha's
got a tongue in thy faice, hasn't tha ?
SAM. A suppose so.   A doan't use it much though.
EMMA. No. Tha's not much better than a tongue-tied idiot,
Sam Horrocks, allays mooning about in th' engine-house in
day-time an' sulkin' at *ome neeght-time.
SAM. Aye, A'm lonely sin' ma moother died.   She did *ave a